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Here after fo- 


lowethtwoo fruitfull and godly 
pꝛaters the one in laude and 
pꝛapſe of the trinitie / and 
the other deſiryng 
grace to with 
ſtande the 
feare of death. 


Impꝛynted at London / in Pau⸗ 
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A pꝛaper to the trinttie 

A Holy Bod of d2edfull mateſtie 
Uerelp one / thꝛee / aud thee in one (be 
Whom angels ſeruc whole werkes all creaturs 
Whiche heuen and earth / directeſt all a lone 

We thee beſeche good loꝛde / ich whofull mone 
S pate vs wꝛetches / and waſhe a wape our gplt 


That wee bee not / by thy iuſt anger ſpilt 


In ſtratght ballaucc / of rigoꝛus iudgement 
It thou houldeſt / our ſynncs ponder and wape 
Who able wer / to beate thy puniſhement 

The whole engyn of all thts woꝛlde J late 
The engpu / that endure hall foꝛ are 

With ſuche eraminacion / maie not ſtande 


Space ot one moment / in thy angry hande, 


cVVho is not boꝛne / in ſpnne oꝛiginall 
Who dooth not actuali ſynne / in lundꝛy wiſe 
But thou art he good loꝛde / that ſpareſt all 
With piteouſe mercie / temperpug tuſtice 

F62 as thou dooeſt / to vs rewardes deuiſe 

A boue our merites /ſo dooeſt thou diſpence 
Thy punichment / far under our offence, 


O odꝛe is thy mercie loꝛde / then all our (yrs 
To gcue thetm / that vnwoꝛthy bee 

Moe goodip is / and moꝛe mercie therin 
How bee it / woꝛthie inough are thei perdie 
Bee thei neuer ſo bnwoꝛthie / whom that he 
Lift to accept / where ſo euer he taketh 


Whom he vnwozthy kendeth / wozthie maketh 


N 


A pꝛaper to the trinitie. 5 
WVWherkoꝛe good loꝛde / that ape mereikull ate 
Tinto thy grace / aud [oueratgne dignitee 
Wee ſelp wietches , we with woful! arte 


Out ſpynnes forget / aud our malignitee 


With piteous pies / of thy bentgnttee 
Ftendly loke on vs / oute thyne owne we bee 
Seruauntes oz lpnnets / wbethet it liketh thee 


Spynners / ik thou our cryme beholde certain 


Te cryme / the werke / of our vucurteſc mynde 
Butikthyegiktes / thou beholde again 

Typ giktes noble / wonderfull and Rpnde 
Thou ſqhalt vs then / the ſame perſones fpnde 
Wyhicbe are to thee and haue been / by long (pace 
Seruauates by natute / childzen by thy grace. 


But this thy goodneo / wꝛyngeth vs alas 
Foz we whom grace / had made thy childzen dere 
Are made thy gyltp folkejby our treſpas 


_ Soynnec hath vs gtlty made / this many a pere 


But let thy grace / thy grace that hath no pere 
Ok our otfence / ſutmounten all the pꝛeace 


That in our ſpune / thy honoꝛ maic encreate. 


Ho though thy goodnes / through thy mightie 
£7] ate other wiſe appeare (uffictencly power 
As thynges / whiche thy creatures eucrp oure 
With one vopce, declare and teſtify 

Typ goodnes pet / thy ſpugular mercy 

Thy petious harte/thy gractous tndulgence 


Hotheng lo clcrely hewethlas our offence» , 
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A pꝛaper fo the trinttie. 
What but our ſon / hath ſhewed Þ mighty loue 
Whiche able was / thp dzedfull mateſtte 
To dꝛa we dowue in to earth / from beuen a boue 
Aud crucifie god / that we poze wꝛetches wee 
Should from our filthy ſynnes/clenſed bee 
Wect bloode and water/ofthync owne ſyde 
That ſttemed / from thy bleſſed woundes wyde 


hy loue and pittc/thus O heuenlp kyng 
Our ctiuill maketh matter / of chy goodnes 

O loue O pitielour welth aye well pꝛouidpug 
O goodnes lerupug / thy ſleruauntes in deſtres 
O louc Y pitie / well nigh now thankeles 

O goodnes mightie / gracious and opſe 


And yet almoſte vanquiched with out viſe. 


AJ") kaunt good loꝛde / ſuche hete into my hart 
That into this loue of thyne / mate bee egall 


..Sraunt me from ſatans letuice to eſtart 
With who me ruith/ ſo long to haue been thzall 


£Sraunte me good loꝛde / and creatoꝛ of all 
The flame to quenche / of all ſynncfuil deſire 
And in thy loue / ſet all my harte a fyze. 


That when the tournay/of this dedly life \ * 
Mp ſely ghoſte / hath finiſhed and thence 
Departe muſte / with out his fleſhely wife 
A lone into his loꝛdes high pꝛeſente 
He mape the fynde/O well of indulgence 
In thy lozdechippe / not as a loꝛde but rather 
As a very loupag and tender father. 
Fints 


A p2aver againft the kere of deaths 

Oo Loꝛde Jcſu/ the onelp health of men liupng 
Aud lifecneelaſtyng/ of the whiche faithfull dp 

I moſte wꝛerched ſpuner / doo giue to the pꝛaiſpug 

Aud wholy ſubmit myſelf/to thy greate mercy 

Notbpng can bee compated / vnto thy pttp 

None truly can periche / that putteth their truſt in 5 

wherfoze moſte loupug loꝛd / haue merep now on me 


Haue mere x pity on me / J kap / moſte mercikul loꝛd 
whtiche hũbly beſeche the / to giue me now thy grace 
That Imap now willpnglp / foꝛſake al frail diſco2d 
Pertainpng to this life now grant me tpme & ſpace 
Here to dilpiſe this kleſhe / that J maye ſe thy face 
A truſt moſte bleſſed loꝛde /in thy compalſion 
Moe clercly foz to riſe /in my relntreccton. 


CS O mercikull Jeſu / J humbly crye to the ; 
that Þ wilt by thy grace / make ſure ⁊ ftrog my ſoule 
Againſt the fere of death / my f{elh ſore troubleth me 
That fro temptactons/ muy coꝛpoꝛall pies may roule 
And that J mape le the / with the pies of my ſoule 

T dpts mercikullp Here me / auert from me thy ſwozde 
Ok thp indignacton / accoꝛdpng to thy woꝛde. 


ode vnder the buckler / of mercy thou me kepe 
Alke as thou haſt pꝛelerued / thy holy marters all 
wh thou madeſt ouercome / the ferce to2mentes depe 
Of thetr greuous death / e bꝛoughte the out of th2all 
That J mape haue like grace / to the Jhartelp call 
Mae mercy on my ſoule / when it paſſeth my bobp 


Which of his own kind / pozketh nought but miſery 


A prayer agatnit 
acknowledge my lelt / that Jam deffyfufe 

Of all ſucker and help / nothyng J wozke but lpune 
Of my ſelke good loꝛde / but pet I make my lute 
Puttyng my ttuſt in the / at length heuen to wende 
Jo my confidence/onely good loꝛde ts in 

The mp loꝛde and ſaviour/Jeſu my ſaluacion 
By the metites of thy death / and of thy paſſtons 


No merites no2 good woꝛkes now of myſelf Ibaue 
Bckoꝛe y to knowlicege/wherfoze my fleſy wth quake 
But only it lieth tn the good loꝛde / my loule to laue 
Not able J am to y/ foꝛ my ſynnes amedes to make 
Thꝛough thy mercp by faith / pet in thy blod F takE 
Aperfect hope + truſt / thou wilt not impute my ſync 
But accept into thy grace / thzough r heue to winne 


Thou mercikull loꝛde / which bozuc was koꝛ mp fake 
And fo2 me a ſpuner / great toꝛmentes & great payne 
Zbou haſt in erth here take / fro ſine me foz to wake 
To hange vpon the eroſſe / thy ſelfe didſt not abſtain 
To haue thy ſyde wide opt / no ſmart Þ didſt refrain 
To hed thy pꝛecious blode/y bateſt to mii ſuch lous 
Non might bide ſuch ſmart/foz mi this wil Ipꝛoue 


Make all theſe thy paynes / good loꝛde fo pꝛofet me 
Let thy moſt pꝛecious blode / my ſoule # body tlenſe 
Let the ſmatt paſſton / whiche thou ſuffecd on tre 
Satilkso koꝛz mp ſynues / I cannot make no menſe 
Ok my felf good loꝛde / ſo oppꝛeſt F am with ſenes 
Let thp rtghreouſnes/my vntighteouſnes hyde 


Wache rom me my lennes / that J from the noc (lids 


the feare of death. 
Spue me grace O loꝛde / J wauerttok in faith 
But to be fitme and ſtable / in the Ollupng god 
Mp hope and ſaluation / thus the ſcriptures ſaith 
This fleche do not cõ foũde me / ß J Quld taſt thy od 
That my loue and chatite / to ths bee not douns trod 
Finally the weakenes / ok this my fleſhelp bꝛeth 
Suertome de not / at any tyme with the kere of death 


Staũt me o mercikull loꝛde / as my truſt is in the 
That when death utteth vp / the pies of my body 
The pies of my ſoule / to the liftned maye be 

By true faith and hope / to liue eternallp 

where as is no diſcozde / no payne no2 miſery 
But euerlaſtyng peace / whiche no toungue can tell 
But euer all induet / foꝛ euer J know tig bt well 


This when death ſhall take / away my toũge # vopce 
pet mp harte mape crpe / and ſaie to the O loꝛde 

In thy boly handes / now let my ſoule reioyce 
Like a loupng father / accoꝛdpug to thy woꝛde 
Let not my ſoule ſuſter / the ter of thy ſwoꝛde 
This bothe ſoule and bodp / to the J doo commende 
To whom bee honoꝛ and pꝛapſe / euer without ende. 


Amen. 


